TheT ragedj cf Hamlet 

He prcfcntly withoat dcmaunding why. 

That Hamlet loofc his head, for he moft die. 

There’s more in him than (hallow eyes can (ce: 

He once being dead, why then our ftate is free. exit. 

Enter Fcrten^rajfe, Drummeand SmltRen, 

Tort. Captaine, from vs goe grcetc 
The king of Denmarkc: 

T ell him that Fortenhraffe nephew to old NorveO^ 

Craues a free palTc and conduct ouer his land. 

According to the Articles agreed on: 

You know our Randevous, goe march away. txtmaU. 

enter King and ^neene. 

King Hamlet It (hip’t for £ngland,&rc him well, 

I hope to heare good newes from thence ere long, 

If euery thing fail out to our content, 

As 1 doe make no doubt but it (hall. 

^Mene God grant it may,heau’ns keep my Hawlet fafet 
But this mifchance of olde Ceramets death. 

Hath pier(ed (b the yong Ofeftaes heart. 

That (he, poore maide, is x]uitc bereft her wittes. 

King Alasdeereheartl Afldonthcotherfide, 

We vnderfland her brother’s come from France, 

And he hath halfe the heart of all our Land, 

And hardly hec’Ic forget his fathers death, 

V nlclTc by (bme roeancs he be pacified. 

O fee where the yong Ofe&t is! 

Enter CfeUaflajingenaIjtte,andherh4r« 
dmnejingtng. 

Ofelia How (hould 1 your true loue know 
From another man? 

By his cockle hatte, and his (lafFe, 


Frhce of Dentnarke 

And his fandall (hoonc. 

Wliirc his (hrowde as mountainc fnowe. 

Larded with fwcetc flowers, 

That bewept to the grauc did not goe 
With true louers (howers: 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone, 

At his head a grade greene turffc, 

At his hccles a done. , 

kmg How I’ft with you fweete0yJr/;4? 

Ofelia Well God yeeld you, 

It grieues me to fee how they laid him in the cold ground, 

I could Hot chu(c but weepe: 

And wiU he not come againc? 

And will he not come againc? 

No,no,hcc’s gone, and wc tafl: away mone. 

And he neucr will come againc. 

His beard as white as fnowe: 

All flaxen was his pole, ^ 

He is dead, he is gone, 

Andweeaftawaymoane: ^ • 

God a mercy on his foulc. 

And of all chriften (bules I pray God. 

God be with you Ladies, God be with you. exit Ofelia. 

king A pretty wretch! this is a change indeede: 

O Time, how fwiftlymnncs our ioyes away? 

Content on earth was ncuer cettaine bred, 

T o day we laugh and hue, to morrow dead. 

How now, what noy(e is that? 

^ noyfe within. enter Leartei. 

Lear. Stay there vntill I come, 

0 thou vilde king,giuc me my father: 

Speake, fay, where s my father? 

king Dead. , 

1 Lear. Whohathmurdredhim?fpcake,iIcnot 
Be juggled with, for he is murdred. 

Qwene Ttuc,butootby him. 


Leartes 


